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HAMLET'S MONOLOGUE
Today, when the storm stopped
after destroying the creepers, amidst
the fallen leaves and flowers
and the footprints of destruction,
it is known that
the question may be right,
but the answer is wrong.
If the answer is wrong,
then, the question itself is wrong.
Today, the rain-drenched
and sun-burnt boat
has reached the shore;
at last, the broken, half-drowned boat
has crossed the far-off seas.
Now, in the kind and warm darkness,
the action of shadows
does not give pain to senses.
At this moment,
when emotion changes into fatigue
and awareness transforms itself
into heatless light,
into a dream, into a wave
and into a spring of sweet water,
it is known that life and death
are no longer counted.
The things that count here are:
a look, a smile, a ray, a flower
in his mingling of the seas,
still and silent.
What is life, what is death
amidst the tiding floods?
Those swimming,
those not swimming,
those drowning,